THE SILENCE OF MAUGLAIVES

<Laverdure could see, by the diffused beam of the headlights reflected
from the coach-houses, Gabriel's tail silhouette opening the door of
the chateau. The huntsman felt sorry, as he always did, when he saw
Gabriel come home drunk.

He went to the car and turned out the lights.

"It's cold this morning/3 he thought. "Mustn't let the water freeze
in the radiator."

He opened the bonnet, turned on the radiator-tap, and listened a
moment to the water flowing. "It's not wise," he thought, "to leave the
chateau doors open like that at night. It migh^^ef; known and tempt
prowlers. But there's no help for it, because Monsieur le Gomte comes
home at any hour. Perhaps he's sick too. One day he'll fall downstairs.
I ought to see him to his room ..."

He went towards the chateau door which hung wide open. At that
moment the hound uttered a long, sinister howl.

"Quiet, Cigarette," said Laverdure, smacking the hound across the
muzzle.

He tied the hound to a big iron scraper.

Gabriel had some difficulty in lighting one of the candles on the big
console-table in the hall; he had forgotten to shut the door, and a
draught was flowing round him, twisting about his arm and the candle-
wick. At last he succeeded in getting a little yellow flame, which lit up,
as he went upstairs, the bottoms of the portraits of the Marshals of
Mauglaives, their pink hands, cracked and varnished, resting imperi-
ously on a gun-carriage or the map of Flanders.

At the bend on the first landing Gabriel was treacherously seized by
the wrist, and let the candle fall. He had caught his sleeve in one of
the brass rings which supported the red-velveted banister-raiL

He felt his way upwards. He vaguely heard footsteps echoing his on
the flight below. But Gabriel was in such a state that even if his own
shadow had made the stairs creak behind him, he would not have
turned round.

Within the pocket of his overcoat, his hand stroked a heavy, flexible
object, which ended in a round polished lump like a hard stone; Gabriel
grasped the weapon in the palm of his hand.

There was a diffused glow from the bottom of the stairs, as if one of
the pink hands of the Marshals had picked up the candle. When
Gabriel turned into the passage on the first floor, the glow disappeared.
But Gabriel saw at the end of the huge shadowy space, a thin, yellow
line marking the bottom of a door. It was precisely there that he was
going.

Jacqueline heard the footsteps drawing nearer, and then a hand
rustling like an animal over the door in search of the bronze handle.
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